2c6	EAST  AGAIN
as we know the sins of the fathers must be visited upon the
children, though it is difficult to sympathize with the intentional
infliction of pain and suffering upon the innocent while the
parents were allowed to get away with three centuries of unim-
peded and successful extortion.
One morning I went early to the Forbidden City to revel
again in the collections of the Imperial Palace.    I found myself
alone in the vast rooms with only the guardian, a kindly big
smiling Chinese soldier armed with a carbine.   Very pleasantly
he showed me round but before we had gone far he was seized
with a terrible fit of hiccoughs.    Now the throne room of the
Palace, in which we found ourselves at that moment, is a hundred
feet in height and every time the unfortunate soldier hiccoughed,
his effort echoed and re-echoed in the rafters above.   He suffered
agonies, poor man, and at each attack he would shoot up several
inches and subside again, bringing the butt of his carbine on the
stone floor while his kepi as often as not fell off his head. I did not
know what to do.   I did not dare to hit him on the back for fear
he would shoot me and I hadn't got a key to drop down his
neck nor could I tell him to count sheep jumping through a gap
in a hedge because I knew no word of the Chinese language and
those were the only first-aid remedies I could recall.   We reached
the portion of the gallery reserved for the exhibition of the late
Dowager-Empress's clocks of which the soldier had the key.
He wound them up and set them all working.   Amongst them
was a gorgeous cuckoo-clock.   The little gilt door opened and
a jewelled cuckoo popped out and said ** Cuckoo."   The sentry
replied with a horrible hiccough and both the " Cuckoo "and
the hiccough echoed away up in the rafters as though a whole
aviary  of cuckoos   and  a  regiment  of hiccoughing  Chinese
soldiers were concealed somewhere in the roof above.   And every
time the door opened and the bird appeared and cried " Cuckoo,"
the poor sentry shot up, made a painful grimace, hiccoughed,
banged his carbine on the floor and lost his cap—and then out
came the cuckoo again until it seemed that ten thousand cuckoos
and ten thousand soldiers were performing what was in reality
only a duet.   I could bear it no longer and fled.
The Republican Government has done much, and is still doing
much, to preserve the palace and its museums. Little by little
it is all being opened to the public. The Imperial collections,
removed from Mukden and Jehol, the old summer capital, have
been catalogued and are now exhibited. The gardens have been

